THE DEVIL-DANCERS                    William
Plomer
IN shantung suits we whites are cool,
Glasses and helmets censoring the glare;
Fever has made our anxious faces pale,
We stoop a little from the loads we bear;
Grouped in the shadow of the compound wall
We get our cameras ready, sitting pensive;
Keeping our distance and our dignity
We talk and smile, though slightly apprehensive.
The heat strikes upward from the ground,
The ground the natives harden with their feet,
The flag is drooping from its bamboo pole,
The middle distance wavers in the heat.
Naked or gaudy, all agog the crowd
Buzzes and glistens in the sun; the sight
Dazzles the retina; we remark the smell,
The drums beginning, and the vibrant light.
Now the edge of the jungle rustles. In a hush
The crowd parts. No thing happens. Then
The dancers totter adroitly out on stilts,
Weirdly advancing, twice as high as men.
Sure as fate, strange as the mantis, cruel
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